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CLXVI. 


The Prompter. 





The Mufes mourn, for this Calamity, 
That they have Ballads, but no Poctry. 


Door DONNE, 





TuEsDAY, JUNE 8. 1736. 
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To the Author of th PROMPTER. 


Da ¢e¢@ DRAMATICAL Quack, 
R@ an Acquaintance of mine, 
) having examin’d into the 
4 Nature of that Epidemical 
™ engage call’d Singing, 
that has fo lamentably in- 
fected our Theatres, dif- 
mee cover'd it’s Original to be 
a Oa) i ; . 
DIAG NIG ~founded in ‘Privation of 
. Thought : whence, reafoning upon that old Phyfical 
Axiom, Cures arife out of Conrraries, He 
conceiv’d, that the moft probable Procefs for ba- 
nifbing this mufical. Malady, wou’d be, to mix 
Meaning with Humour : that is, to introduceSongs, 
that, (by figzifying fomething) mutt be THOUGHT 
ON, and UNDERSTOOD, before they cou’d be ca- 
pable of giving Pleafure; and being therefore de- 
tefted, as an infupportable Innovation, woud fooner 
occafion a Difrelith of Sizginz, than chain down 
the Attention of the Free, and the Fafhionable, to 
any thing, fo tirefom as CONNECTION. 
© Herecommended the Practice, under Cover of 
Novelty : but, alas! His Defign was deteéted,. by 
© the fagacious Apprehenfivenefs of thofe, whofe 
© Province it is, to kcep clear of all Purpofe, but 
© Profit: and, fo, the Pains he had taken became of 
© no Ufe, till he complied with my Council, and 
: gave me the Samp/e, herewith fend tothe Prompter, 
‘ 


cing , 
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A New, Comic, CHornus, 
Or, Mufical Interludes, to have been fung 
berween the Acts of a Tragedy. 


(ift Entrance, | 
Between two Singers, of the mafculine, and feminine, 
Gender: there being none of the zeuter, at the 
‘Theatre intended. 


F: So, Sir, youre a Man of your Word! 

M. Who wou'd break it, when fummon'dby you? 

EF. Very fine That !—but, pray, have you heard 
What it is, you ave fummon'd to do? 


M. Not a Word: but fuppofe, ’tis to fee 
Something new, in the mufical Way. 
F. Why The Author has yok'd you, and me, 
As a Prologue to draw on his Play ! 
M. What then is it’s tunefulName? _— .. 
Robin Hood, at the Green-wood Tree ? 
Or what good old Ballad, of Fame, 
Has he built izto Tragedy ? 
F, Tho’ he can t endure Songs, he thought fit, 
With a politic View, to implore us, 
In Aid of bis doleful Wit, 
To erect ourfelves into a Chorus. 
M,. 4 Chorus ? what’s That? 2 Compofing 
Of Groans, to hang Weight upon Madne/s? 
F. Nc—He'd hinder the Boxes from dozing, 
By quick’ning the Sound of his Sadne/s. 
M. So, then, ’tis our Task, I Suppose, 
To fizg fober Senfe into Relith : 
Strike up, at each tragical Clofe, 
And fome un-heeded Moral embellifh ? 


| F. Twas aCuftom, they fay, once, in Greece. 


And if, here, tis not witty, ’tis new. 
M. Well then——when you find an AG ceale, 
Tremble LA DIES a__mmene 
F. And, GENTLEMEN, too. 
If I give not the Beaux good Advice, 
Let me dwindle, to Recitative: 
M. Nor willl, to the Belles, be more nice, 
When I catch em, but here, to receive. 
F. If there’s Aught to be learnt from the Play, 
I fhall fitin a Nook, here, behind: 
Popping out, in the goodantient Way, 
Now and then, with a Piece of my Mind. 
M. But, fuppofe that no Moral fhowd rife, 
Worth the Ears of the Brave or the Fair ? 
F. Why, we'll, then, give the Word, to the Wile, 
Face about, and fland, All—as YE WERE. 


Entrance, after the 1ft At, in Duert.] 
M. The Sultan’s a Bridegroom—the Slaves are fet free 
And none muft prefume to wear Fetters, but He. 
Betore Honey-moon, 
Love’s Fiddle’s in Tune, 
So we think, filly Souls! "tis always to be ! 
For the Man thas is blind,--how suov’p he forelee? 


F. 














FP. How I hate the/e boi Blades, who fo fiercely begin | 
Sure !—to baulk a rais’d Hope is a {candalous Sin! 
Let the Maid that is wary, tak: care to procure 

Rather agrave, than a greg! Woer : 


tho’ (be lofe, in the Scast,--at the Pott /be will win. 
For fh ah Violence xever endures : 
And to dance, without Doors, 
Is the way to be weary, before one gets in. 
M. Pray, bow does it — that Paffion, fo gay, 
Blooms, fades, an falls away, _ [cay ? 
Like the Rofe of this Morn, that, by Night, will de- 
Woman, (I fear) 
Does one Thing appear : [ near. 
But is found quite Another, when look’d ox, too 
F. - - - No, 20, 


Iz is not fo: 
"Ys the Fault of you Men, who, with hafty Defire, 
Set your Palate on fire, 


Anddream not, that Eating will Appetite tire. 
So, resolve, in img! Heat, 
To do nothing but eat : 

Till, alas! on a {udden, you fleep, o'er your Meat ! 

Therefore, learn, O ye Fair! 

- - = Andyou, Lovers, take Care, 

That ye truft not, beforehand. 

- - - That ye truft not, atall. 

- - - Manwas born, to deceive. 

. = + + Woman form'd, to believe. 

Both. - - - Truft not one, of us All. 

For, to ftand on fure Ground, is the Way,notto fall. 


SSS 


[Entrance (fola) after the 2d AR—to a Flute. ] 


O, Jealoufy! shou Bane of bleeding Love! 
Ah! how unhappy we! 
Doom’d, by the partial Powers above, 
Eternal Slaves, to Thee. 
Not more unftaid than Lover's Hearts, the Wind! 
This Moment tender, andthe next unkind! — 
Ab! wav ring, weak, Defires of frail Mankind ! 
With ever-pleading Paffion, to purfue, 
Yet, triumph ——~ only, toundoe ! 
Go, to the Deeps below, thou joyle/s Fiend, 
And never rife again, to fow Defpair. 
Nor you, (ye beedlefs Fair) Occasion lend, 
To blaft your blooming Hopes, and bring on Care. 
Think Innocence, unguarded, wot fecure: 
Prudence alone, makes Love endure. 
[Going off, ismet, arid brought back. ] 
M. Ever, ever doubt the Fair, in Sorrow ; 
Mourning, as if they felt Compaffion 
Yet what they weep for to Day,——~To-morrow 
They'll be the fl, to laugh into Fafhion. 
Nome are betray’d, if they truft not the Charmer. 
Fealoufy faves the Weak; from falling : 
Wou'd you never catch, you muft oft alarm her ; 
Hearts to deceive, és a Woman's calling. 
{They join, in Dzert. | 
F. Come, let us be Friends, and no longer abufe, 
Condemn, and accufe, 


Each other. 
M. Wor’d you have us agree, you muft Efe confefs, 
The we Carels, « 
We {moticer. 


F. I am loth to thinl That. 
M. - - - + Yet, youknow, it is true. 
FL. - « = = = + Well !—what if Ido? 
No Matter. 
M. Cok'd you teach us a Way to loveon, without Strife? 
F, - - ~ = Swit the firlt Part of Life 
To the Latter. 


onan tere teeeretine 


M. °Tis azhoncft Advice: for, when Love is naw. 
Gay Colours are jhowz [blown 
Too glaring } 
F, Then, alas for poor Wives !-—comes a bluftering Day, 
And blows them away, 


foft {caring |! 


[Entrance after the 34 A&t, [folus.]J 


Mark, O ye Beauties, gay, and young, 
Mark the painful Woes, and Weeping, 
That from a fore’d Concealment /prunz, 
Puni/h the Sin, of Secret-keeping. 
TELL, then, nor veil a willing Heart, 
When the Lover, lov’d, alarms it. 
But—to footh the pleafing Smart, 
Whifper the glowing With, that warms it. 
She that wou'd hide the gextle Flame, 
Does but teach her Hope to \anguith. 
She, that boldly tells her Ainz, 
Flies from the Path, that leads to Anguith. 
Not that your Truft too far [how'd go, 
All you woud fay, to All difcover : 
Allthat youdo, but Two fhou'd know, 
Oxe of em you, axdone your Lover. 
[ Going off, is met, and brought back.} 
F. Ab,Man! thouawert always a Traitor ; 
Thou giv’ ft thy Advice »——to betray. 
Ah |———form'd a mere Rover, by Nature! 
Thou Leader e Love the wrong Way ! 
Wou'd Women let Women advife’em, 
They coud not, foeafily, ftray: 
Tis trufting to Lovers, fupplies’em 
With Will, and Excufe, to betray. 
She's fafe, who, in guard of her Paffion, 
_ Far, far from confefling her Paix, 
Keeps Silence, iz fpite of the Fafhion, 
Nor fuffers ber Eyes to explain. 


(Entrance, after the 4th A&t, in Dyert.] 
I’. Well--what do you think--of the/e Sorrows,and Foys, 
Thefe Calms, and thefe Whirlwinds-shis Silence, and 
Which Love, inthe Bofom of Man,employs? Noite, 
M. For my Part, woud Lovers be govern'd by ne, 
Not one of you Women, fo wifh’d-for, fhou'd be, 
Since, here, we a Prootof your Mifchief fcc. 
F. Why, what wow'd you do, to efcape the Diftre/s ? 
M.I wou ddo--I wou'ddo--by my Soul, 1 can’t guefs! 
I. Poor Wretch !—by my Soul, | imagin’dno Legs. 
Come, come, let me tell you, thefe Tempetts of Love 
Do but blow up Defire, it’s Brisknefs io prove ; 
Which, elfe, wou'd, too often, but lazily move. 
Were Women (like Logs) of a Make, to lie ftill, 
Men wou'd fleep, and grow dull,--but, the teminine 
Sets Life allagoing, like Wheels, ina Mill. (Will 
M. Ambition, iz Woman, like Valour, iz Man, 
Tempts Dangers, from which they'd be fafe, if they 
And, once get’em in, get’em out how you can. | RAN: 
F. Pray, what wou'd you give me, to teach you a Trick, 
To kcep a Wife pleas’d, either health ry, or fick ? 
M. The Man who hits That, muft have touch’d to the 
uick ! 
EF, Learn This-- and be fure of a Life without om 
Say nothing to vex ber,—~yet, let her complain : 
Submit to ber Rule, and difturb not ber Reign. (gay, 
Be moap'd, when the’s fad, and be pleas’d, when he's 
Believe her, andtruft her, and give her her Way : 
For want of this Rule, téere’s the Devil to pay ! 
Both. For want of this Rule, there’s the Devil to pay. 
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